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	1. Allies?

**I have to say that this is the first Star Wars fanfic I've ever done especially since this is a crossover. Well I have to say that Star Wars Rebels was the reason I got back into this universe in the first place. Now this story will be updated alongside my other story Rise of the Padawans so go check out that story as well. To be honest, I had to rethink this entire story since I didn't like the original plot line.**

**But enough with my ramblings, on with the story.**

**Disclaimer: I don't own any of these characters except for my OCs.**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 1<strong>

In the expanse of space, away from the Imperial trade routes were three rebel blockade-runners. Docked with the lead command ship, Liberator, was a modified VCX-100 light freighter called the Ghost. On the communication deck of the Liberator were the members of the Ghost crew. Gathered around a large circular table was a tall brown-haired human man, a female green Twi-lek, a large bulky purple Lasat, a colorfully armored female teenage, a blue-haired teenage human, an old clone trooper, a middle-age oriental man, and a hologram of a middle age Togruta woman.

"The news you bring us is troubling," the oriental man said. "The appearance of these new Inquisitors pose not only a threat to you my friends, but to our entire fleet."

"Commander Sato," the Twi'lek woman began, "I like to make a suggestion."

"By all means Captain Syndulla," Sato replied.

"For the time being, we should use Garel as our base of operations," Syndulla told the assembled group.

"That's not a bad idea," the brown-haired man replied. "As long as this is only a temporary solution." He raised an inquisitive eyebrow and crossed his arms over his chest.

"Of course Kanan," Syndulla retorted, "the fact remains however, that we need more allies." She turned her attention to the Togruta woman. "Ahsoka, are there anymore people you know whom would be sympathetic to our cause?"

Ahsoka frowned as she took a moment to think. She raised her hand slightly as a few candidates came to mind. "Actually there are a few who could be powerful allies. The problem will be convincing a few of them while having to find the other two."

"What could they give us that would be beneficial to us," the Lasat grumbled.

"Glad you asked Zeb," Ahsoka responded, "Two of them are in charge of a large cell complied of men and women with a variety of talents. Another two watch over some of the brightest minds in the galaxy. One has the sharpest eye in the galaxy. And the last is one of the most talented healers I've ever known."

"From your description, they sound like valuable allies," Sato commented.

The Mandalorian frowned as she crossed her arms. "But who are they exactly? If I recall we've only had a few close calls with people we can trust in the past."

Ahsoka smirked as she placed her hands on her hips. "Ever heard of the 'Snow Spirit,' 'Dragon Master,' 'Radiant Healer,' 'Fiery Hawkbird,' 'Dancing Starbird,' and 'Fierce Vornskr.'"

The adults in the assembled group looked at Ahsoka in shock, while the two youngest looked at each other with raised eyebrows. It was obvious to them that whoever these people were, they were well known to their older friends. Also, based on the looks from Kanan and Rex, these people must have been someone they once knew.

"The Commanders are still alive," Rex said disbelievingly.

"Care to tell us who these people are exactly," Ezra snarked as he crossed his arms.

Kanan breathed through his nose as he ran a hand over his face. "These people were six of the Jedi Order's most talented and respected members. Each have made their mark during the Clone Wars, especially since they were still Padawans at the time." He turned his attention to Sato and gave him a pointed look. "Having them on our side is a good idea."

"Maybe so," Sato consented. "However, where would we find them?"

"The 'Snow Spirit' and 'Dragon Master' are the ones in charge of the large rebel cell whom operate from Belsavis," Ahsoka stated. "I believe we should seek their aid first."

"Then it is decided," Sato said with finality. "Captain Syndulla, you will take your crew to the Belsavis system and recruit this cell."

"Belay that, Hera," Ahsoka ordered shocking the entire crew until they saw the small smile on her face. "Until I arrive in a few hours. You will need my assistance in order to convince this group to join our cause. Especially, since one of the leaders is really hard-headed."

Sato nodded his head in consent and the meeting was adjourned. Every member proceeded out from the communication center to return to the Ghost. However, once they entered the corridors, Ezra stepped in front of his mentor. Kanan just raised an inquisitive eyebrow waited for the question that was buzzing in his Padawan's head.

"So, these people, do you know any of them in particular?"

Kanan allowed a small smile to appear on his face. "The 'Dragon Master' was a close friend of mine. We were in the same clan and grew up together. But he was a couple years older than me, so he started his Jedi training before I did." He looked down slightly with a saddened look. "He was at the Temple on Coruscant when Order 66 was initiated. I thought he died that day."

Ezra looked down sheepishly for a moment before looking up through his bangs. "What's his name?"

The blunette looked at Kanan in shock as the older man started snickering. "Oh, I'll let my friend introduce himself."

"Come on," Ezra exclaimed exasperatedly as the two started walking again. "Don't I get a hint?"

"Nope." Kanan laughed as the teen let out a groan.

* * *

><p>Elsewhere in the galaxy, standing on the bridge of an Imperial Star Destroyer, was a tall Umbarran man. True to his species, he had pale skin that was hidden underneath a traditional black shadow cloak with the symbol of the Empire on the back. One of the oddities of the man was that he had his slicked backed, spiky hair dyed black.<p>

At the moment the Umbarran, had his eyes closed and was completely still. The crew of the ship were used to this behavior and continued on with their work. Until one of the officers walked up to the man.

"Pardon my interruption my lord, but you have an incoming transmission from... Him." The Umbarran man opened his eyes to reveal golden, red-rimmed orbs and fixed the officer with a small glare. The young officer only felt a small bout of fear before squashing the emotion down immediately. The Umbarran, sensing that lapse of fear, smirked briefly before striding past the officer.

The doors to the communication closed behind the man and he glared at the two officers in the room. "Leave," he ordered shortly and the two officers immediately left. Once they were gone, the man activated the holostation to reveal a tall imposing figure.

"Lord Vader," the Umbarran greeted without fear. "To what do I owe this pleasure?"

"Spare me your silver tongue, Black," Darth Vader responded harshly. "The Emperor wishes for me to divulge to you your mission."

"Oh." The Umbarran, Black, raised a disbelieving eyebrow and placed his hands behind his back. "And what would the specifics of this mission be?" Vader did not answer but instead brought up a hologram of a teenage human boy with shoulder length dark hair framing his face and dressed in a baggy pilot suit. "The Emperor is worried over a boy?"

"You know as well as I do that force-sensitive children are not to be taken lightly," Vader reprimanded. "This child has been taken under the wing of one of the few Jedi still alive, whom are both part of a fledgling rebellion."

"Then this operation falls under the jurisdiction of the Imperial Security Bureau and your Inquisitorious," Black countered, "whom, need I remind you, are currently warring amongst themselves for the position of Grand Inquisitor."

"Do Not," Vader boomed, "insinuate that I am blind to events at fold. That boy is the reason for the increase of rebel activity across the galaxy. The child has become a symbol of hope to these radicals. The Emperor wishes for the boy to be captured and turned over to him. If the either the Security Bureau or the Inquisitorious were to capture him, you are to retrieve the boy and transport him to Coruscant where he shall either join the Dark Side or die."

Black thought over his options and knew that if this mission truly did come from the Emperor then he cannot refuse. However, if Vader wished to use him to do all the work, who was he to deny bringing despair to the Rebellion. "And those who dare to interfere?"

"Do what you wish," Vader said nonchalantly. "However, the boy must remain alive until the Emperor says otherwise."

As Black smiled, he showed off a row of pointed teeth. "And so he shall be." With his word, Vader ended the transmission.

A thoughtful expression soon appeared as a datapad lit up with the transmitted information. After taking the datapad in hand, he strolled out from the communication deck to bridge. After skimming over the information for a moment, he turned his gaze to the large windows that showed his ship's position nearing the Mid Rim trading station.

* * *

><p><strong>Leave a comment and tell me what you think or PM me<strong>


	2. Belsavis

**Disclaimer: I don't own any of these characters except for my OCs**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 2<strong>

The Ghost was traveling through the blue expanse of Hyperspace as it made its journey to Belsavis. Inside the ship, the Ghost crew was gathered in the Common Area with Ahsoka. The Togruta woman boarded the ship as soon as she arrived back from her mission. At the moment she was debriefing the crew of the Rebels on Belsavis.

"The members of this cell call themselves Dragon Battalion and is one of the largest cells known to the fleet. My contact in the cell is named Astrid Hofferson-Haddock, she'll meet us when we land."

"Are we sure we can trust her," Sabine asked suspiciously. Hera shot the teen a look but was silenced by Ahsoka.

"It's alright Hera," Ahsoka assured her friend. She turned her attention onto Sabine with a small smile. "I think you and Astrid would get along well. She doesn't trust easily either and believes actions speak louder than words." Sabine turned her head away with a small blush.

"Why are they called Dragon Battalion," Ezra asked from his spot against the wall.

Ahsoka let out a small snort. "They named themselves after one of indigenous creatures that can only be rarely found on Belsavis." She pressed a few buttons on the Dejarik board and the image of a large lizard that had a beaked, armor-platted face, feather-ridged back and crest, a long powerful looking tail, and five toed feet.

"Varactyls," Hera said with astonishment, "also known as Dragonmounts." She added for Ezra's benefit.

"What's so special about these things," Zeb huffed. "You can find Varactyls on Utapua as well."

Ahsoka allowed a smirk to appear on her face. "Take a closer look at its back." Ezra came closer to the board and looked hard at it. There, camouflaged across its back were four folded wings. The members with more knowledge about these creatures stared in astonishment before looking to Ahsoka for an explanation. All except for Kanan, whom Ezra noticed wasn't surprised about this information.

"That's impossible," Sabine breathed. "Varactyls have always been known to be wingless. How is this possible?"

"You're going to have to ask the 'Dragon Master' when we arrive," Ahsoka answered cryptically. "As for the matter of the Empire, there is a low-level of Imperial presence but they mainly stay in the vicinity of larger cities. Which is good news for us since we'll be picking up my contact in Del Sol. From there she'll direct us to the base."

"Not that I'm complaining," Zeb started as he crossed his arms over his chest. "How come there isn't a larger imperial presence on the planet?"

"I heard rumors while I was at the academy," Sabine said suddenly. "The Belsavians were a people of fierce warriors, who believe in a show of strength. When the King was murdered, his advisor allowed the Empire to set up an Imperial presence as long as it remains low and he receives a monthly 'reasonable' pay."

"Which is one of the reasons why the rebels planet side choose to fight," Ahsoka finished. "Now we need to convince their leaders to help us."

"Alright," Kanan said with finality. "Zeb, pull out the winter gear, we're gonna need them." The Lasat grumbled under his breath but got up from his chair and walked out of the room. Just then the alarm went off signaling that they were about to come out of Hyperspace.

Hera made her way to the cockpit with the rest of the crew and Ahsoka following. She took her seat in the pilot chair with Kanan taking his place in the co-pilot chair, Ezra and Sabine sitting in the last two chairs; leaving Ahsoka to lean against the wall. As Hera took control of the Ghost, the blue lanes of Hyperspace disappeared to reveal the ice-covered world of Belsavis.

Ezra really couldn't call the planet an ice ball since he could see the occasional large crater filled with vegetation. He was happy to notice that there weren't any Star Destroyers forming a blockade around the planet. As the ship drew closer to the planet, the blue-haired teen noticed that they were flying past the various craters. They continued traveling for a few minutes when they came upon the small spaceport of Del Rio. They could see ships of various sizes and models parked along the port as well as various figures walking around. Hera settled the Ghost on an empty berth, which bounced gently as it touched the icy ground.

The crew and Ahsoka gathered in the cargo bay as Zeb began to hand out fur-rimmed coats to everyone. Sabine mumbling under her breath at how plain the coats were. Ahsoka led the crew out of the ship into the cold air of Belsavis. Ezra and Sabine immediately shivered as the cold wind hit their faces. Chopper let out series of warbled complaints before rolling back into the cockpit to wait.

"Remember, we are not here to cause trouble," Kanan reminded the crew as the walked into the crowd. "Let's not cause a ruckus and let's not compromise our informant. We don't need the Empire getting in our way."

"Don't worry, everyone here is either a tradesman, merchant, or smuggler, and none of them have any love for the Empire," Ahsoka reassured the Jedi. They stopped for moment as a Belsavian human started a fight with a Rodian over rotten produce. "However, we shouldn't start a fight with the locals."

The group stepped around the fighting duo and had to drag Zeb along when he stopped to watch the fight. They made their way to the Nordic North cantina, which seemed to be the only cantina in the small town. Luckily there wasn't a bouncer at the door, so they got into the building relatively easily.

The inside of the building was to say the least, in the crew's opinion, actually nice. One thing for was sure that the place was cleaner than most places they've been to. The place was moderately lite. A small band was located on the left side of the bar with the band playing a catchy tune. And a variety of species were seated at various tables enjoying their drinks and filled the cantina with the buzz of their talk and laughter.

Ahsoka led the crew to the bar. "Hail Stoick the Vast, true king of the Belsavians," she whispered to the short Besalisk standing behind the bar. The four-armed alien regarded the group with a critical eye before inclining his head to the only shadowed part of the cantina. Ezra looked to see a hooded figure sitting in the large booth where he could also see a large two-sided axe leaning against the table.

Ahsoka raised an eyebrow at the figure before walking towards the person. The hooded figure turned their head slightly to acknowledge the group before rising from the booth. "Well, well, well, Ahsoka." A feminine voice sounded out from beneath the hood. The woman pushed the furry hood of her shawl back to reveal a human woman in her early thirties with cobalt eyes and blonde hair styled into a thick braid that hung over her left shoulder. "Fancy meeting you here? Surprised to see me?"

Ahsoka narrowed her eyes at the woman and subtlety placed her hands on the hilt of her lightsabers. "Surprised? Not really. It's hard to be shocked when you have that ridiculous axe with you." The woman narrowed her eyes at Ahsoka, causing the Ghost crew to place their hands on their weapons. However, Kanan and Ezra couldn't sense any malicious intent from the woman.

The woman suddenly smiled and let out a small laugh as she relaxed her stance. "What took you so long?" Ahsoka smiled in returned and the two women embraced each other. The Ghost crew relaxed as they stared at the duo with raised eyebrows.

"It's good to see you again old friend." Ahsoka smiled as she released her friend. She turned her attention to the Ghost crew. "Everyone this is Astrid Hofferson-Haddock. My informant here on Belsavis." She turned back to Astrid to introduce the crew. "Astrid these are some of my friends. Kanan Jarrus, Hera Syndulla, Zeb Orrelios, Sabine Wren, and Ezra Bridger."

Astrid nodded her head in greeting. "It's nice to meet you all. Come sit." Everyone soon started occupying the space in the booth except Zeb and Sabine, who went to order drinks. She smiled at Kanan and Ezra. "Correct me if I'm wrong, but you two wouldn't happen to be Jedi, would you?"

Kanan and Ezra stared at the woman incredulously then started making weak attempts to dissuade her assumptions. Astrid smirked at the duo and held up a hand to stop them. "It's alright, I won't tell anyone. But if you hadn't figured by my name, I'm married to a Jedi."

Kanan smirked, as he knew who exactly married the woman in front of him. Ezra looked over to his mentor with a slight frown. "So your friend's last name is Haddock?" The older Jedi sent a side eye glare to his Padawan.

Astrid huffed out a small laugh. "I see you haven't told your apprentice about my husband." Her smile slowly turned into a frown as she crossed her arms on the table. "However, he might not be the man you once remember."

Kanan looked at the woman in shock before leaning forward slightly. "Did something happen to him?"

Astrid shook her head slightly. "You know as well as I do that a lot of things have happened since the years following the Clone Wars. Our people went from being proud, independent warriors to becoming dependent on the Empire. You may not see it, but the Empire's lapdog has forbidden us from following our traditions, driven most of our food sources to extinction, and has put a restriction on most of our trade." She let out a sigh as Zeb and Sabine came back and handed her one of the drinks. "These acts were put into effect five years after the Clone Wars and the king was murdered. My husband was devastated when these changes occurred however he refuses to outright fight the Empire."

"Why wouldn't he fight," Sabine asked as she took a sip from her drink. "From what I know, a Belsavian craves a good fight just as much as a Mandalorian does."

"Because he wasn't raised the Belsavian way, he raised the Jedi way," Kanan responded. "Even when we were younglings, he always preferred doing research over learning how to fight. And when he was in conflict, he would always try to find ways to end the fight in a peaceful solution."

"And that doesn't settle well with most of our people, but they would never revolt against him," Astrid stated while bringing her fist down onto the table.

"Why not," Zeb asked after he took a swig from his drink. "It's obvious that they don't like the way he's running things."

Astrid opened her mouth to respond when something at the entrance to the cantina stopped her. The Ghost crew glanced over the booth and saw a couple of Stormtroopers and Belsavian soldiers by the entrance. The troops were shoving their way through the crowd and roughly pulled the hoods off a few patrons.

"Friends of yours," Hera asked with a raised eyebrow.

"Not in the slightest," Astrid responded. She looked over to troops quickly before standing from the booth. "You all need to get out of here before they see you. Meet me outside by the front entrance."

"We'll need a distraction," Ahsoka countered.

"Give me a second." Astrid grabbed her axe and placed it on her back. She strolled past one of the Belsavian troops and subtlety stuck her foot out. The bulky man tripped and knocked himself into a fierce looking Trandoshan causing the lizard to spill his drink on himself. The Trandoshan snarled before slowly turning to the man and punched him in the face. Thus causing a bar brawl to ensue.

Soon the sounds of furious patrons began to sound with the Imperial troops caught in the middle of the fight. The Ghost crew along with Ahsoka began to make their way out of the building through the back door. Kanan had to pull Ezra back when one of the patrons was sent flying through the air and smacked into the wall next to them. The Quarren groaned as he slid down the wall passed out before he touched the ground.

The group had to go down a darkly lit hallway before finally exiting the building. Sabine peeked out from doorway and signaled that the alleyway was clear. They rounded to the front of the building where a bit of the fighting spilled out from the cantina. Astrid was standing a bit of a distance away from the fight next to a speeder bike.

The group made their way to the blonde-haired woman and started walking away from the scene with the woman pushing the bike along with her. Astrid had a self-satisfied look on her face but caught the raised eyebrow from the Togruta. "What?" She shrugged her shoulders and allowed a smirk to appear on her face. "We got out of there without having draw our weapons didn't we and no one got hurt." One of the patrons from the bar hobbled past them before falling onto the ground in an unconscious heap.

Ahsoka raised an eyebrow and pinned her friend with a look. "Okay, no one we know got hurt." Astrid had a sheepish smile on her face that made the Togruta smile softly.

They soon came up to the Ghost and quickly entered the ship to escape the cold. The Ghost crew breathed in relief as Hera and Kanan climbed up into the cockpit to start ship. Astrid leaned against the wall of the cargo hold and crossed her arms over her chest.

Now that they were under proper lighting, Ezra finally got a good look at the woman. Astrid was wearing a form-fitting red shirt, a fur skirt with spike-studded leather stripes sewn in, blue tights with leather knee pads sewn in, large fur-rimmed armbands covered in leather twine, knee-high fur covered boots, leather twine wrapped around her upper arms, and hidden under her blonde hair was a leather headband. Ezra's eyes then landed on the large decorated axe next to her. Astrid caught Ezra looking and smirked at him.

"You can touch it if you want." Ezra smiled and walked over the woman. He placed his hand on the wooden handle and was amazed at how smooth it was. Suddenly, he gripped the weapon and tried to lift it up. It was then that he realized how heavy it was. He started making grunting like sounds as he was barely able to lift it, much to the amusement of the occupants in cargo hold.

"Don't hurt yourself," Astrid said lightly as Sabine came over to examine the weapon. She was amazed by the intricate design on the blades and the skull that was shaped at the end of the handle. Sabine tried to lift up the axe as well but only got it an inch off the ground.

"It's so heavy." Sabine grunted before she dropped the weapon onto the ground.

"It's suppose to be," Astrid muttered as she grabbed her weapon and easily placed it on her back. "However, over the past fifteen years we have developed metal as light as air, but strong enough to deflect a lightsaber blade." This amazed the two teens much to Zeb's amusement.

"Speaking of which," Ahsoka interrupted the blonde. "We really need to get to your base."

"Of course." Astrid started up the ladder with the rest of the group following close behind. They found the blonde leaning over Hera as she inputted the coordinates to her home base. The Twi-lek woman smiled at the blonde before bringing the ship up into the air. "We should be there in half an hour. Hopefully the TIE fighters aren't out on patrol."

During the time spent traveling to the base, most of the crew led Astrid to the Common Area where she lectured Ezra and Sabine about her culture with the two listening in interest. Ezra curious about the Belsavians and Sabine due to how little information was gathered by the Imperials. Soon a chime echoed throughout ship signaling that they reached their destination. The blonde looked up from her arm wrestling match with Zeb and allowed a smirk to appear. She slammed their fists onto the table and laughed victoriously while the Lasat groaned.

She continued to chuckle as they went back to the cockpit with Ezra teasing the Lasat. Once entering the cockpit, they were greeted with the sight of a long mountain range range. With no sign of a base anywhere. Ahsoka turned to her friend and saw she had a smirk on her face. Astrid leaned over Hera again and entered a series of codes before sending them out. A tense moment passed before two glaciers parted to reveal an opening in the mountain.

"Welcome to Dragon's Edge," Astrid said as Hera guided the Ghost into the mountain.

* * *

><p><strong>Please leave a comment and tell me what you think or PM me<strong>


	3. Dragon's Edge

**Disclaimer: I don't own any of these characters except for my OCs**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 3<strong>

Hera directed the Ghost through the opening in the mountain and entered what appeared to be an old hanger bay built into an ice cave. It was filled with old Republic ARC-170s, Y-Wing Bombers, V-19 Torrent Interceptors, stolen TIE-fighters, and much to the shock of the Clone Wars veterans, an old Separatist Dreadnought. Hera landed the Ghost next to a modified, black painted Nova Drive 3-Z light freighter.

Everyone looked out the window of the cockpit and saw their first sight of one of the planet's native creatures. Standing next to a tall human man with short black hair was a large green Varactyl with a burgundy red face and the red feathers designed as two horns. The Varactyl was staring at the Ghost with what appeared to be suspicion before shaking its head.

Astrid smiled as she led the crew off the ship and towards the man. As the group stepped off the ship, the off-worlders were surprised at how warm the cavern was. The two Belsavians smiled at each other and greeted each other in their native tongue. Astrid patted the Varactyl's muzzle before turning to the group.

"Everyone this is Eret Corrino, one of our best warriors in the battalion and dragon riders." Astrid turned to Eret with a smirk. "Eret, well, you know who they are."

"I'd be a blind Kowakian monkey-lizard if I didn't." Eret spoke with a slight accent that he tried to hide. "It is an honor to meet the rebels of Lothal." He then pointed to Ahsoka before crossing his arms over his chest. "Except you, as I have no idea who are."

Ahsoka smiled slightly and crossed her arms as well. "My name is Ahsoka, Ahsoka Tano codename Fulcrum."

Eret's eyes suddenly popped out of his head as he stared at the Togruta. "Ahsoka Tano, as in the apprentice of the 'Hero with No Fear.' You were a hero during the Clone Wars, but you disappeared near the end of the war."

Ahsoka seemed uncomfortable but hid her unease as she shrugged her shoulders. "I'd prefer it if we keep the number of people who know I exist to a minimum." Eret nodded his head in consent.

While they were talking, Ezra walked up to the Varactyl and the Dragonmount was eying him distrustfully. The teen reached his hand out before he had to back away suddenly when it growled at him. Eret finally noticed what the blunette was doing and tensed. "I wouldn't do that if I were you." Ezra ignored him and reached out again before closing his eyes and turned his head away. The Varactyl was letting out huffs before closing its eyes and leaned its beaked head into the hand. Ezra opened his eyes and smiled as the Varactyl let out a purr-like sound.

Eret was staring at the teen with shock, while the rest of the crew was in awe at their crewmember's display. "I can't believe it. Skullcrusher is normally aggressive to strangers and doesn't let anyone except those he knows get close to him." The Varactyl let out a snort and seemed to glare at the man. "Mostly."

Astrid snorted and turned her stern glare onto her friend. "Eret, where is my husband and his second in command?"

Eret smiled slightly. "Our dear Chief is currently on a supply raid with alpha squad. However, Jack is currently at the Training Arena with his Padawan." Ezra perked up at the mention of a Padawan and glanced up at his mentor. Kanan just glanced down at his Padawan with a raised eyebrow, but he had a slight smile on his face.

"Training Arena it is then." Astrid suddenly turned to one of the repulsor lift transports and started up the machine. The off-worlders piled onto the transport. Eret hopped onto Skullcrusher's saddle and waited for Astrid. The blonde maneuvered the transport towards an entrance tunnel with Skullcrusher following close behind.

"I have to ask, how big is Dragon's Edge," Ahsoka inquired to her friend who had a slight smirk on her face.

"See for yourself." Suddenly the transport sped off from the ledge, with Skullcrusher taking off into the air. The tunnel the group just left opened up to one of the most beautiful sights the crew had ever seen. They were staring at an ice-roofed caldera that could easily hold ten Imperial Star Destroyers and was held up by rocky pillars with a waterfall cascading down into a river that cut through a valley being used as farmland. Not far from the valley was a series of plateaus that had a small village built onto it. A couple of Varactyls could be seen flying over the village and around the caldera as well as a small Narglatch pack down in the valley. Sabine quickly scanned the village so she could paint a replica in her room later. Eret pulled up along side the transport and grinned at the awestruck look on their faces.

Astrid directed the transport towards the far end of the caldera where a large chain-roofed arena was sitting on a cliff face. The transport settled outside the entrance to the arena with Skullcrusher landing with a thud. Astrid and Eret led the group over to a bunch of Varactyls whom were staring down into the arena. As they got closer to the arena, the Jedi could sense two strong force signatures from the area.

Hidden amongst the Varactyls, was a tall man in his early thirties with short messy white hair and deathly pale skin. He was dressed in a sleeveless dark blue tunic with a thick fur collar that also acted as a hood, fingerless blue gloves, intricately designed blue arm braces, a belt covered in pouches around his waist, brown trousers, and a pair of fur-rimmed brown leathers boots. Strapped to his back was an electro-staff while holstered to his right hip was a blaster rifle. The man glanced out from the corner of his eye and spotted the group.

"Astrid, Eret." He greeted his fellow rebels with a nod but raising an eyebrow at the newcomers. The crew of the Ghost was met with a pair of light blue eyes that seemed darker than they actually were due to the long scar that stretched from the tip of his left eyebrow to the center of his right cheek. The small goatee around his mouth also accented his frown. He sighed as a rubbed a tired hand over his face. "What has the Empire done now to bring these-" He stopped when his gaze settled on Ahsoka.

The Togruta smiled at the white-haired man before standing in front of him. The man blinked for a couple of seconds before shaking his head.

"Ahsoka?"

The woman's smile turned into a smirk as she crossed her arms over her chest. "I've never pegged for the kind that could easily be gob-smacked, Jack." The man, Jack, huffed out a laugh as a mischievous smirk appeared on his face.

"Shows what you know 'Soka, but then again you aren't very bright." Ahsoka narrowed her eyes at her friend before a smirk appeared on her face. She lightly punched his shoulder and the two shared a laugh.

He turned to the rest of the group and smiled at them. "Are they who I they think are?"

Ahsoka nodded her head. "Meet the infamous Ghost crew of Lothal."

Jack's smile turned into a thoughtful frown as he stared hard at Kanan. "You look familiar. Do I know you from somewhere?"

Kanan coughed and rubbed his hand on the back of his neck. "I was Master Depa Billaba's padawan."

His frown deepened as he crossed his arms. "But Master Billaba's padawan was-" He stopped when he caught the look Kanan sent his way. "Ah, I see. Well no wonder I recognized you. It's hard to forget someone who didn't know when to stop asking questions." Kanan seemed to blush as his friends pinned him with raised eyebrows. "However, I think that was what made you the cleverest youngling in the temple."

Kanan smiled at the compliment and was about to speak when a shout from the arena stopped him. Everyone looked down into the pit to see a teenage human girl wearing a blindfold over her eyes was standing in the center in a battle stance. Surrounding her were various barricades that were big enough for a person to hide behind. Though the odd thing about them was that they were recently splattered with paint. Suddenly a young Pantoran man stood up and threw a bag of paint at her. The girl suddenly spun on her heel and thrust her hand out. The bag stopped in midair.

All of the off worlders stared at the teen in awe as they realized that she was the Padawan Eret was talking about.

With a grunt, the girl sent the bag back at the Pantoran. He ducked behind the barricade and the bag hit the arena wall in a splatter of green paint. When the girl sent the bag flying with the Force, a Rodian teen girl shot up from the other side of the arena and threw a bag at her. The girl repeated her actions and sent the bag flying. This continued on as two human girls, a human boy, the Rodian girl, the Pantoran boy, a Zabrak boy, and a Togruta boy continued to assault the girl with paint bags. After a few minutes, the bags of flying paint bags slowly stopped.

"I'm out!"

"Same!"

"No more paint!"

"Did anyone get her!?"

"Nope!" The girl had a smirk on her face as she relaxed her stance and turned in Jack's direction. "Not bad, huh, Jack. Not a single splotch of paint."

Jack had a slight smirk on his face as the assembled group watched as the youngest human girl snuck up on the older girl. He let out a mischievous laugh as the girl yelped when a paint bag was tossed on her head. The young girl cheered victoriously as the older girl began to wipe the yellow paint off her hair. "You got cocky, and lost focus. If you hadn't, you would have realized that your sister still had an extra paint bag."

The girl muttered under her breath as the assembled teens laughed under their breaths. They made their way out of the arena and the Varactyls bounded over to their riders. A majority of the teens left the arena leaving behind only the two sisters and the Zabrak male. The three made their way over to them with the oldest sister still trying to get the paint out of her hair.

As they got closer, the offworlders got a better look at the teenagers. The Zabrak appeared to be older than Sabine by a year or two with horns decorating the top of his head and a pair of long horns pointing vertically from each side of his head. He had long tufts of black hair hanging from the back of his head. He wore a sleeveless brown tunic with a studded belt wrapped around his waist, metal shoulder plates, black trousers, black fur-rimmed boots, and metal arm guards. He had a deep frown on his face that was accented by his tattoos and his sharp pale blue eyes.

The youngest in the group appeared to be younger than Ezra by two years. She had shoulder length bright red curly hair and bright green eyes. The girl was wore a black helmet with three red tipped spines decorating each side, a red intricately designed chest plate, red and orange shoulder plates also decorated in spines, forearm length fingerless gloves, spike covered arm bands, a triple layered skirt held up by a belt, black leggings, and tanned boots covered in black fur. She smiled warmly at the group and placed her arms behind her back.

The Padawan appeared to be the same age as the Zabrak if only younger by a few months. The girl had long dark auburn hair pulled in a low ponytail. She was wearing a black shirt with only a green sleeve covering her left arm, a knee length tannish skirt with overlapping black fabric, and black leggings. On her left forearm was a wrist computer while a snake-designed armband was on her right forearm. She had some type of shiny metal decorating her clothing. The metal made up her belt and kneepads, the hem of her black skirt, and the layered shoulder pads along with the straps on her chest. She had the blindfold gripped in her hand and had her hazel eyes narrowed in frustration.

"You know Jack." The Padawan began as she finished removing the paint from her hair. "You could have used something other than paint for training."

"Then where would the fun be," Jack mocked.

She sent the white-haired man a wry look before raising her hand and flicked her paint-covered fingers at him. She smirked in amusement, as his face was speckled with yellow paint.

Ezra snickered under his breath before he jumped back in surprise. The red-haired girl was suddenly standing right in front of him and staring intently at his face. A wide smile appeared on her face as her eyes sparked with recognition.

"You're Ezra Bridger of the Ghost crew!"

He stared at the girl in shock before turning to his crewmates. "Our adventures could not have been that famous." Zeb chuckled softly and patted his head.

"Hey, anyone who messes with the Empire scores a point in my book," the redhead remarked. "But I wasn't talking about your exploits, I was talking about your message." She dug her hand into the pouch on her belt and pulled out a comm. She pressed the button and the message that Ezra sent out a few months ago played.

Kanan looked down at his Padawan with pride as he listened to the message. Ezra's message had done what it was meant to do, inspire hope in others and find the courage to fight back against the Empire. When the message ended, the girl placed her comm back into the pouch.

"You inspired a lot of people here," the Zabrak teen commented. "You even opened the eyes of a majority of the people who live in these caverns that everything is not okay in the outside world."

"Thanks...umm."

Jack snorted softly as he walked over to the teens. "Ghost crew meet a few members of our Gamma squad, Reneè Corrino," he patted his hand on the redhead's shoulder, "Waric Croft," he pointed to the Zabrak teen, "and my Padawan Anjelica Corrino," the white-haired man placed both hands on the older girl's shoulders.

The Padawan scoffed lightly and smirked a little. "Just call me Ana." She stepped away from Jack to take a closer look at Sabine's armor. "I like your armor, it's a lot more colorful than what we got around here."

Sabine smiled at the older girl's compliment. "Thanks, if you want I could add a little artistic flair to yours if you want."

"I'll keep that in mind." She looked over to Ezra and noticed the lightsaber on his belt. A competitive gleam appeared in her eye as she finally met someone she could train with. Ezra looked over at the older girl and smirked at the older girl.

Kanan noticed the look on his Padawan's face. He groaned lightly and pinched the bridge of his nose. Jack laughed lightly and patted the Jedi's shoulder. "You should have known this would happen. From what I've seen, two stubborn Padawans were bound to create a sense of competition with each other."

"Everything is not a competition, Jack."

Everyone turned to the sound of a nasally sarcastic voice to see a large lean black Varactyl land in front of them. As soon as the Varactyl landed, a tall figure dressed completely in brown leather armor and a fur cape jumped down and stood in front of the group. He removed the helmet from his head and a man with scruffy brown hair was revealed. He took a second to ruffle his hair before pinning the group with a stern glare.

Astrid smiled as she walked over to the man and placed her hands on his chest. The two smiled lovingly at each other and shared a passionate kiss. The three Belsavian teens scrunched up their faces and made noises of disgust. Both adults looked at the teens with raised eyebrows that quieted them.

The man looked over at the group and his bright green eyes widened when they landed on Kanan and Ahsoka. He walked over to the two force-users and stared at them intently. He jerked back in shock as he recognized the duo. "Ahsoka? Ca-"

A loud excited hoot interrupted the man as the black Varactyl suddenly got excited. The Varactyl was staring intently at the duo and suddenly sprung forward. Ahsoka's eyes widened and moved to the side just in time as the Dragonmount pounced on them. Kanan was not so lucky. The Jedi grunted as the Varactyl pinned him to the ground and nuzzled and licked his face.

Ezra and Zeb laughed at their friend's predicament while Hera and Sabine placed a hand over their mouths to try to suppress their laughter. Kanan groaned as the Varactyl continue to happily lick him. "Hiccup!" Kanan was finally able to shout to his friend as his cheek was licked. "Call off your lizard," he groaned.

Chuckling, the man, known as Hiccup, tapped the black Varactyl's back. "Alright bud, that's enough." The Varactyl perked his head up, blinked, and flared out his feathered mane. The Varactyl gave Kanan one last lick before bounding over to Ahsoka.

Kanan moaned in disgust as he tried to shake the drool off of himself, he cringed when the saliva still clung to his hands and face. Hiccup snorted as he held a hand out to his friend. "Please tell me this washes out," Kanan pleaded as he accepted the offered hand.

Hiccup smirked as he helped his friend onto his feet. "Sorry, it doesn't." The rest of the Belsavians nodded their heads in agreement. Kanan sighed heavily before glaring at a snickering Ezra. He flicked his drool-covered hands at the teen and smirked as it splattered across the teen's face. Ezra sent Kanan a dry look and accepted the towel Reneè handed him.

Hiccup smiled at the rest of the Ghost crew. "It's an honor to meet the rebels of Lothal. My name is Hiccup Haddock."

"Hiccup?" Most of crew stared at the man incredulously except for Kanan, who had a slight smirk on his face.

Hiccup sighed. "Great name I know," he explained sarcastically. "But it's not the worst." Most of the Belsavians hummed in agreement. "Parents on Belsavis mostly believe a hideous name will frighten off anoobas and nexus. Like our charming demeanor wouldn't do that." The Belsavian teens smiled innocently as Hiccup sent them a pointed look.

Hiccup looked over to Ahsoka and smiled since his Varactyl was lying on its back and allowed the Togruta woman to stroke it's belly. The Varactyl purring in contentment and had it's tongue hanging from its mouth. Ahsoka laughed lightly. "I see Toothless is doing alright."

"Toothless," Ezra asked incredulously.

"Don't ask," Ana softly said with a smile.

Hiccup smiled before a frown appeared on his face. "Not that I'm glad to see you and that you're alive after all these years, but why are you here now? Astrid mentioned something about a larger rebellion."

The Ghost crew and Ahsoka looked at each other briefly and Hera stepped forward. "To be honest with you, we need your help." This caused a majority of the Belsavian adults to look at each other questionably.

* * *

><p>Meanwhile across the galaxy, an Imperial Star Destroyer was drifting on the edge of the Mid Rim territories. Lord Pitch Black stared out at the vast expanse of space from the bridge of his cruiser. The Umbarran man felt a disturbance in the force and knew that something was about to happen.<p>

"My lord," one of his commanders walked up to him with a datapad in hand. Lord Black turned to look at the officer with a raised eyebrow. "We just received information that might interest you."

Lord Black simply held out a hand and accepted the datapad. As he read over the information, a smirk formed on his face. "Where was this procured from?" He walked to the back of the bridge where the communication station was located with his officer following.

The officer walked over to one of the computers and brought up the information that was reported as well as a few security feeds. "Our intelligence on Belsavis made the report and sent it to the ISB." Lord Black narrowed his eyes as he played the security feeds.

The camera was pointed in the direction of an alleyway behind a local bar in Del Rio. Coming out from the back door was each member of the Ghost crew along with a Togruta woman. A familiar Togruta woman.

"So she did survive," Black muttered to himself as he played the next security feed. This time the camera was pointed in the direction of the street across from the bar. He watched as the Ghost crew and Togruta appear and stop next to a hooded woman. None of the holograms caught a glimpse of the woman's features, but that was of no concern for the Umbarran. He has found his prey.

"Admiral," he called out to the Imperial officer on the bridge. "Set a course for the Belsavis system." The man saluted and relayed the orders to the other officers. Soon the blue lanes of hyperspace appeared and the Star Destroyer disappeared.

* * *

><p><strong>Please leave a comment and tell me what you think or PM me<strong>


End file.
